6> TheFirfl^artofKJn^ Benry the Fourth.: 


Through Glocefterfhi re : by -which account, 
Our Bufincfle valued fome twclue dayes hence, 
Our generall Forces at Bridgenorth (ball mcete. 
Our Hands are full of BufineflTe : let's away, 
Aduant3ge feedes him fat,whilc men delay. Exeunt. 


Scena ITertia* 



Enter Falfi ajfe and 'Bardolpb. 

Falsi. Bardolpb, am I not falne away vilely, fince this 
laft action? doe 1 not bate? doe I not dwindle? Why 
myskintie hangs about me like an olde Ladies looic 
Gowne : I am withered like an olde Apple lohn. Well, 
Ilerepent;and that fuddenly, while I am in fome liking : 
fl fhall be out of heart Shortly, and then I fhall haue no 
.ftrength to repent. And I haue not forgotten what the 
in-fide of a Church is made of, I am a PepperXorne, a 
Brewers Horfe,the in-fide of a Church, Company,villa~ 
nous Company hath beene the fpoyle of me. 

Bard. Sir you are fo fretfull, you cannot liuc 
Uong. 

falfi. Why there is it: Come,fing me a bawdy Song, 
make me merry : I was as vertuoufly giuen, as a Gentle- 
man need to be ; vertuous enough, fworc little,dic'd not 
abouc fcuen times a wceke, went to a Ba wtty-houfe not 
aboue once in a quarter of an home- payd Money that I 
borrowed, three or foure times ; liued well, and in good 
compafTe : and now I Hue out of all order, out of com- 
pafle. 

'Bard. Why, you are fo fat, Sir lohn, that you muft 
needesbecout of all compafle; out of all reafonable 
compafle,Sir lohn. 

Falfi Doe thou amend thy Face, and lie amend thy 
Life : Thou art our Admirall, thou beareft the Lanterne 
inthcPoope, but 'tis mthcNoic of thee; thou art the 
Knight of the burning Lampe, 

*Bard. Why,Sir loh*,my F jcc docs you no harme. 
Falfi. Nojllebefworne: I make as good vfe of it, as 
many a man doth of a Deaths-Head,ora Memento "Mori. 
I neuer fee thy Face,but i thinke vp on Hell firc,and Dtues 
that liued in Purple; for there he is in his Robes burning, 
burning. _ If thou wert any way giuen to vertue,! would 
fweare by thy Face ; my Oath fhould bee, "By this Ftre; 
But thou art altogether giuen cuer; and wert indeede, 
but for the Light in thy Face, the Sunne of vtter Darke- 
nefle When thou ran i* vp Gads-H,ll in the Night, to 
catch my Horfc,if I did not thinke that thou hadft beene 
an IqnkfatHm % oi a Rail of Wild-fire, there's no Purchafe 
in Money. CX thou art a perpetual! Triumph, an euer- 
laftingBone^-firc-Light : thou haft faued me a thoufand 
M^rkes in Linkes and Torches, walking with thee in the 
Nioht betwixt Tauerne and Tauerne : But the Sack that 
thou haft drunke me, would haue bought me Lights as 
good cheapens the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I haue 
maintoindthat Salamander of yours with fire, any time 
this two and thirtie yeeres,Heauen reward me for it. 
Bard. I would my Face were in your Belly, 
Falsi. So Ciouid I be fure to be hcart-burn'd. 
Enter Hofieffe. 

How now,Dame Tartlet the Hen, haue you enquir'd yet 
who piek'd my Pocket ? 


J neuer, 


iearch'd, I haue enquired, fo haz my HusbanH V ^ 
Man, Boy by Boy, Seruant by Seruant : t h e • ^} 
hayre was neuer loft in my houfe before' ^ °F a 

Fatft. YelyeHoftefle: -Bardolph^fo J, 
many ahayre; and llebefworne my Pocket n A'°l 
goe to,you are a Woman,goe. Was P'ck'j 

Hofieffe. Whol? 1 defiethqe: Iw as 
in mine owne houfe before. 

Falfi. Goe to,l know you well cnouoh, 
Hofieffe. No,Sir lohn, you doc not know me \ 
Iknowyou,Sir/^«: you owe me Money Sir } /! 
now you picke a quarrell, to beguile me of it - ]] 
you a dozen of Shirts to your Backe. 

Falfi. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue p} Uen . 
away to Bakers Wiues,and they haue made Bo 1 
them. 


and 


OOUo 



loncy le nc 

toure anu t wentic pounds. 

Falfi. Hce had his part of it. let him pay, 
Hofieffe. Hee? alas hee is poorc , hee hath Bo 

thing. °" 

Falfi How? PoorePLookevpon his Face: What 
you Rich ? Let them coyne bis Nofejet them coynd 
Cheekes, He not pay a Pcmer. What,will you ^ " 
Younker of me ? Shall I not take mine eafe in mine In 3 
bur I flrall haue my Pocket pick'd i I haue loftasi 
Ring of my Grand- fathers,, worth fortieMarke, 

Hoftefe. I haue heard thcPiincetcllhim,Iknowno t 
how ofcjthat that Ring was Copper. 

Falfi. How? the Prince i* a Iackc,aSncake-Cuppe. 
and if hee were heerc,I would cudgellhim like a DoiL' 
if hee would fay lb. 

Enter the Prince marchwg^and Falfiafe meets 
him, flaying on hh Trnncbion 
like a Ftfs. 

Falfi. How now Lad i is the Winde ip thatDoorc? 
Muft we all march? 

Bard. Ye3,two and two,Newgate fafhion. 

Hofieffe. MyLord,Ipray youheareme, 

Prince. What fay 'ft thou, Miflrefle 0**1$ t How 
docs thy Husband ? I louc him well , hee is an lioneQ 
man. 

Hofieffe. Good, my Lord, heare mee. 

Falfi. Prethee let her alone,and lift to mee. 

Prince. What fay'ft thoufiacke t 

Falfi. The other Night I fell afleepe heere bebindtlie 
Arras^ and had my Pocket pickt : this Houfc is turn'd 
Bawdy-houfe, they picke Pockets, 

Prince. What didft thou lofe, Iacke ? 
Falfi. Wilt thou belecue me,Ha/?Tnrce or foureBonds 
of fortic pound apeece, and a Seale-Ringof my Grand- 
fathers. 

Prince. A Trifle,fome eight-penny matter. 

Hoft. SoItoldhim,my Lord; andlfaid, I beard your 
Grace fay fo : and (my Lord) hee fpeakes moft vilely of 
you, likcafoule-mouth'dman as hec is, and faid, hee 
would cudgell you. 

Prince. What hee did not ? . 

Hoft. There's ncythcr Faith,Truth,nor Wocnan-bood 
inmcelfe. 1/}frt , . 


- -InWs no morefaith in thec then a ftu de Prunej 
f ^ore truth in thee, thenin a drawneFox : and fot 
^ rn0 hood Maid-marianroay be the Deputies wife 
^V^rdtotke. Goyounothing:go. 
ufi Say.whtt thing? what thing ?^ 
It What thing? *hy a thing to thanke heauen on. 

H f a Wiow »t : 1 am anboneft mans wife : and fectmg 
K Tthood afidc, thou arc a knaue to call me fo. 
^ Setting thy womanhood afide,thou art a bcaft 

°^tw%* beaft,thou knaue thou i 
ft 7 Wh« bcaft? Why an Otter 
L An Octer,fir M»? Why an Otter ? 

S w h y ? shc>s neuhcr fi(h nor 5 a man 

«rV»cre to haue her. 
Vfl Thou art vniuft man in faying fo ; thou, or anic 

l™*t% where to haue me,thou knaue thou^ 
princt. Thou fay'ft trueHofteffe.and he ftanders thee 

^S^o he doth yon,my Lord, and fayde this other 
day Youought him a thoufand pound. 

Pmc< Sirrah,do I owe you a thoufand pound f < 

UlL ' A thoufand pound HaU A Million. Thy loue is 
^orrh a Million: thou ow'ft me thy loue. 

Nay my Lord,he call'd you Iacke, and fa;d hce 
would cudgcil you. 

fil Did hBardoIpbi 

"Bar. Indeed Sir lohn, you faid fo. 

id. Yea,if he faid my Ring was Copper. 

Prince. I fay 'tis Copper. Dar'ft thou bee 'as good as 
thy word now ? 

JF d> Why Hal} thou know'ft,as thou art but a man,! 
dare Vbuyts thou art aPrince,Ifeare thee, as I feare the 
roaring of the Lyons Whelpe. 

?mce. And why not as the Lyon? 

fa!. The King himfelfc is to bee feared as the Lyon : 
Do'flthou thinke He feare thee,asl feare, thy FatherPnay 
ifl do, let my Girdle breake. 

0 Prj* 4 0,if it foould. how would thy guttes fall about 
thy knees. But firra : Thcrc*s no roomc for Faith, Truth, 
norHonefty,in this bofome of thine .• it is ail filPd vppe 
with Guttes and Midriffc. Charge an honeft Woman 
with picking thy pocket? Why thou horfon impudent 
iraboft Rafcall, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but 
Tauerne Rcckning?, Memorandums of Bawdic-houfcs, 
and one poore peny- worth of Sugar-candie to make thee 
long-winded : if thy pocket were enrich'dwith anie o- 
theriniuries but thefe, I am 3 Villaine : And yet you will 
ftand to it, you will not Pocket vp wrong* Art thou not 
aftam'd? 

Fal. Do'ft thou heare Hal i Thou know'ft in the ftatc 
ofinnocency,^^«i fell : and what fhould poore lacke 
f4/y?^do,in the dayes of Villany ? Thou fceft, 1 haue 
more flefih then another man,and therefore more frailty. 
You confefle then you pickt my Pocket 
Prin. Itappearesfoby the Story. 
Fal. Hofte(Te, I forgiue thee : 
Go make ready Breakfaft, loue thy Husbamd, 
Lookc to thy Seruants>and cherifh thy Guefts*; 
Thou thalc tod me traceable to any honeft rcafon; 
Thou fceft, I am pacified ftill. 
Nay, I prethee be gone. 

Exit Hofieffe. 

Now Hal, to the aewes at Coi^rt for the Robbery, Lad ? 
Howts that anfw r ered ? 


Prin. Omy fweecBeefe : 
I muft ftill be good Angcll co tbce. 
The Monte is paid backe againe. j> 

Fal. O, I do not like that paying backe, tis a double 
Labour. 

Prin a I am good Friends with my Father,and may do 

anything. 

Pal Rob me the Exchequer the fir ft thing thou do'ft, 
and do it with vnwafh'd hands too 6 
'Bard. Do my Lord. 

Prin, I haue procured thee lacfa* Charge of Foot. 

Fal. I would it had beene of Horfe. Where ftiai I finde 
one that can fteale well ? O, for a fine theefei of two and 
twentie,or thereabout : I am heynoufly vnprouided. Wei 
God be thanked for thefe Rebels, they offend none but 
the Vertuous. I laud thcm,I praifc them. 

Prin. Bardolph. 

'Bar. My Lord. 

Frin. Gobeaiethis Letter to Loidlohn of Lancafter 
To my Brother John. This to my Lord of Weftmerland, 
Go PetO) to horfe : for thousand I, 
Haue thirtie miles to ride yet ere dinner time. 
Iacke^meet me to morrow in the Temple Hall 
At two a clockc in the afterr.oone, 
There (halt thota know thy Charge.and there receiue 
Money and Order for their Furniture. 
iThe Land is burning, Perde ftands on bye, 
And either they, or we muft lower lye. 

Fal. Rare words! braue world. 
Hoftcffe,my breakfaft, come : 
Oh,I could wifh this Tauerne were my drumme. 

Extant onmes. 

?r _ 

JHusQuartus. ScoenaTrima. 


Enter Harris Hetfpurre % lVorcejter > 
and Dovpglas. 

Hot. Well faid, my Noble Scot, if fp caking truth 
In this fine Age, were not thought flatter ie, 
Such attribution fhould the Doxtglas haue,' 
As not a Souldiour of this feafons ftampe, 
Should go fo generall currant through the world* 
By hcaucn I cannot flatter : I defie 
The Tongues of Soothers. But a Btauer place 
In my hearts loue f hath no man then your Selfe, 
Nay,taske me tomy word ; approue me Lord. 

Dow. Thouart the King of Honor : 
No man fo potent breathes vpon the ground. 
But I will Beard him. 

Snter aTrlefienger \ 

Hot. Do fo, and 'tis well. What Letters haft there ? 
I can but thanke you. 

Meff. Thefe Lettw cotne from your Father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? 
Why comes he not himfelfc ? 

Afefi He cannot come^ my Lord, 
He is greeuous ficke A » 

Hot. How?hazhcth€lcyfurctobcfickenow, 
In fuch a iuft hng time? Who leades his power ? 
Vnder whofeGonern^icnt come they along? 

f % Mef 
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